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CHARACTERS, 


Harlequin, 


Keeper of Bridewell, 


Lieutenant, 
Groom Porter, 


Clown, 


Virtue, 


Pleaſure, 


* 


= 


Mr. BArxs, 

Mr, Epwix, 
Mr. Dar Lv. 
Mr. Dovrx. 


| Mrs, MARTYR, 


Mrs. MorToN, 


IN THE 
NEW PANTOMIME 


CALLE D 


The Choice of Harlequin. 


RECITATIVE. 


VIRTUF, (ſpeaking = Harlequin.) 


| ARISE !-—behold, commiſſion'd from above, 
I come, th' immortal miniſter of Jove: 

Let VIX ur guide thy inexperienc'd youth, 
And lead thy footſteps to the paths of truth. 


A I R. 


Let not pain or toil diſmay thee, 
Faſhion rule, or vice betray thee; 
Guilty pleaſures cannot laſt, 
Crackling thorns are quickly paſt; 
B Flaſh 
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Flaſh with momentary fire, 
Blaze awhile, and ſoon expire: 
Solid joys unmix'd with woe, 
Virtue only can beſtow. 


RE CITATIVE. 
PLEASURE, (to Hirlequin.) 


Turn thee from that brow auſtere, 
A fairer form invites thee here; 
Tun'd to notes of ſofteſt meaſure, 
Liſten to the voice of pleaſure, 


| 


RECITATIVE. 
VIRTUVU E. 

Beyond chat ſteep aſcent and rugged path, 
Where hangs yon dreadful precipice, upliſt 
Thy wond'ring eye, and on that height ſublime 
-Behold my temple, fill'd with demi- gods, 
And heroes fam'd of old if thou haſt ſtrength 
To climb with me, a life of endleſs bliſs 
And wreaths immortal ſhall reward thy toil. 


R Ew 


633 
RECITATIVE 


PLEASURE, 


From threat'ning rocks and dreary proſpects turn 

Thy frighted eye to level paths that court 

Thy willing feet, where wreath'd with many a 
flower, | 

With odorous ſhrubs and ſcatter'd roſes ſtrew'd, 

Upriſes fair, the palace of delight. 
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N 
VIRTUE. 
Liſt not to her flattering tale. 
PLEASURE, 
Let my friendly voice prevail. 
VIRTUF. 
Make my temple ſtill thy home. 
PLEASURE. 
Hither, hither, hither come. 
VIRTVE. 
Sons of Fortune, come and ſee. 


B O T H. 
Follow, follow, follow me. 


B 2 AIR. 


AIX. 


PLEASURE. 


Come, and feaſt thy raviſh'd ſight 
In the regions of delight; 

Bacchus in his roſy bower, 

Waits to crown the feſtive hour; 
Lovely with attractive charms, 
Venus wooes thee to her arms: 
Haſte thee, gentle youth, and prove 
The ſweets of liberty and love. 
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1 / Gambler, Paſs the box. | 
2d G. Come, paſs it faſter. 
Groom Porter. Seven the hazard, four the caſter! 
34 G. The odds!—two hundred here to one! 


Caſter. With you, fir! 


| 34 G. Done! 
Caſter. And you, ſir! 
4th G. | Done! 
5th G. Come, cover, cover. 
6b G. Set about. 


Caſt. Here goes —here goes. 
Groom Porter. The Caſter's out. 


CHO 


(s > 


CHORUS 


(The one half finging the two firſt line. the 
others the laſt.) 


Eight hundred gone! that helliſh fice ! 
Such luck! O curſe the box and dice! 


Eight hundred gain'd! that lucky ſicel 
Well done! well done! good box and dice! 


Groom P. The box is your's, fir. 


iſt G. Come, the main. 
Groom. A ſeven. | 
2d G. Fifty ! 
Caſter, | Done! 
3d G. Again. 
4th G. Five hundred! 
Caſter, Done! 
6th G. Again! 
Caſt. With you, 
6th G. I've loſt a thouſand. | 
1, G. I've loſt two. 
| I'll try again, whate'er befal, 
A thouſand! 
Cafter. Done, I ſetye all. 
24 G. Throw, throw. 
34 G. Ay, now the ſport begins. 
Caſt. Here goes. 


Groom, A nick; the Caſter wins. 
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CHORUS (as before.) 


Four thouſand pounds! that helliſh ſice ! 
Such luck! O damn the box and dice! 


Four thouſand gain'd! that lucky ſice! 
Well done, well done, good box and dice! 


. 


BRIDEWELL EE EP ER. 


Ye Scamps, ye Fado, ye Divers, and all upon 


the lay, 
In Tothill fields gay ſheep-walk like lambs ye - 


ſport and play, 


| Rattling up your darbies, come hither at my 


call, 
I'm Jigger Dubber here, and you're welcome to 


Mill Doll. 


| With my fow row, &c. 
At 


(7) 
At Four inſurance-office the Flats you've taken 
hz 
The game you've play'd, my Kiddy, you're al- 
ways ſure to win: 
Firſt you touch the Shiners—the number up— 
you break, 
With your inſuring policy! I'd not inſure your 


neck. 


The French with trotters nimble, could fly from 
Engliſh blows, 

And they've got nimble daddles, as Monſieur 
plainly ſhews : 

Be thus the foes of Britain bang'd, ay thump 
away Monſieur, 


The hemp you're beating now, will make your 
ſolitaire. 


My peepers, who've we here now! why this is 
ſure Black Moll; 


My ma'am you're of the fair ſex, ſo welcome to 
Mill Doll: 


The cull with you who'd venture into a ſnoozing 
ken, 


Like blackamoor Othello, ſhould put out the 
light, and then 


I think, 


— — — — 
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I think, my flaſhy coachman, that you'll take 


better care, 


Not for a little bub come the ſlang upon your 


fare : 

Your jazy pays the garniſh, unleſs the fees you 
tip, 

Tho' you're a flaſhy coachman, here the gagger 
holds the whip. 


C-H-:O.R:U-S.- 


We'r eſcamps, we're pads, we're divers, we're all 
upon the lay, 

In Tothill-fields gay ſheep-walk like lambs we 
ſport and play; 

Rattling up our darbies, we're hither at your call, 

You are Jigger Dubber here, and we're forc'd 
for to mill doll. 


With ur tow row, Sc. 
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F AKT --08. 
RECITATIVE. 
IX r UL 
At length, repentant youth, with joy I ſee, 
4 Miſled by pleaſure, thou return'ſt to me, 
„ Henceforth my ſteps if thou purſue, 


And keep me ever in thy view. 


ä — ts, to. 
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— 


; Smiling Fortune ſhall befriend thee, 
11 Hymen's joys ſhall ſtill attend thee; 
Every bleſſing thou ſhalt know, 
Which Peace and Virtue can beſtow. 


—_— 


SCENE—A4 Priſon. 
A IX. 


FIRST PRISONER. 


* 


Alas, fir, I fear we are in for our lives. 


SECOND PRISONER, 
For ſtealing three ſhillings. 
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THIRD PRISONER, 


| For marrying three wives, 
. A pious old Doctor has ſhewn me the way, 


And has brought me to this by his Thelyphthora. 
Chorus. Could you knock off, &c. 
C FO URTH 
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FOURTH PRISONER. 


I lent my friend money, and lo, in the end, 
Too common a caſe, loſt both money and friend, 
For prudently he made the beſt of his way, 

And kindly has left me the reck'ning to pay. 


FIFTH PRISONER. 


Would you think it? an impudent harlot has 
ſwore, 
That I made her by force, - what ſhe was long 
before; 


And unleſs ſome good friend gets me out of the 


ſcrape, 
"Tis a hundred to one but I'm hang'd for a raps, 


SIXTH PRISONER. * 
Behold a poor bard, an unfortunate wight, 
Whoſe piece was unluckily damn'd the firſt night; 
When my butcher and taylor were rather ſevere, 
And have ſent me to finiſh my tragedy here. 
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EH OR U::S, 


Then knock off our chains, ſir, on this happy 
day, 
And your humble petitioners ever ſhall pray. 


3 ON 6. 


MID SHIPMAN. 


Come, my boys, let us go, ſince again we are free, 

Let us haſte to the empire of freedom, the ſea, 

Where each proud ufurper we'll boldly dethrone, 

And tell 'em that kingdom was always our own. 

We owe the French ſomething for tricks t'other 
day, 

The debt of a drubbing, which gladly we'll 
Pay, 

Their bravadoes we'll ſcorn, and their threats 
we deſpiſe, 

We yield but to conquer, and fink but to riſe; 

With Parker and Rodney, we'll trim the Moun+ 

| ſeers, 

We'll tickle the Spaniards, and wing the Myn- 

heers, 


II. One 


. 
II. 


One William preſerv'd our religion and laws, 

And another now riſes to plead our great cauſe, 

This brave, gallant youth, is a true Britain born, 

His King he'll defend, and his country adorn. 

Each hardſhip, each danger, he'll boldly dety, 

For Digby ſhall teach him to conquer or die. 

Tho' the waves have been rovgh, and the wind 
in our teeth, 

We ſmile at misfortune, wounds, ſhipwreck and 
death; 

And ſtill hope, my dear boys, that by ſhifting our 
fail, 

At laſt we ſhall meet with a proſperous gale. 


RECITATIVE. 


IAT 


Thanks, noble youth, thy debt of honor's paid, 
My voice is heard, and my commands obey'd; 
My laws thou haſt obſery'd with duc regard, 
And ſoon ſhalt thou receive the bright reward. 


Safe 


Cc 13 ) 


Safe in the arms of beauty's Queen, 
Tranſported to the bliſsful ſcene, 
Where fortune firſt ipdulgent ſmil'd, 
And bleſt with wealth her darling child; 
There ſh !] the nuptial knot be ty'd, 
In all the pomp of eaſtern pride. 


—_ —_— 
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LIEUTENANT. 


As you mean to ſet ſail for the land of delight, 
And in wedlock's ſoft hammocks to ſwing e'very 


night, 

If you hope that your voyage ſucceſsful ſhou'd 
prove, 

Fill your ſails with affection, your cabbin with 
love. : Fill your ſails, &c. 

Let your heart, like the main-maſt, be ever 
upright, 

And the Union you boaſt, like 'our tackle be 
tight; 

Of the ſhoals of Indiff'rence be ſure to keep 
clear, | 

And the quickſands of jealouſy never come near, 


And the, &c. 


If 


( 14 ) 


If huſbands e' er hope to live peaceable lives, 

They muſt reckon themſelves, give the helm 
to their wives; ; 

For the evener we go, boys, the better we ſail, 

And on ſhip board the helm is ſtill rul'd by the 


tail. 
And on ſhipboard, &c. 


Then liſt to your pilot, my boy, and be wiſe; 

If my precepts you ſcorn, and my maxims de- 
ſpiſe, 

A brace of proud antlers your brows may 
adorn, 


And a hundred to one but you double Cape 


Horn, 


SY 
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RECITATIVE 


PLEASURE, 


| All- ſubduing goddeſs, 


ſee, 
Pleaſure comes to join 


With thee, 
YT RT. og 2 


Then let us 


a 


Join the ſocial lay, 
And celebra 


te this happy day. 


„at 


Hymen's ſoft co 
ights up th 


mmand, 
e chearful hours 


Its carlieſt ro 
And Flora 


To ſtrew 


ſes ſhed, 
all her tribute bring, 
the nuptia] bed. 
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PLEASURE. 
Briſk youth, exulting god, ſhalt lead 
His fair attendant, joy, 
To crown with bliſs his beſt lov'd 
maid, | 
And grace his favorite boy. 


Whilſt the gay nymph and jocund 
ſwain | 
In feſtal chorus move, 
And Venus joins the ſportive train 
With harmony and love. 


"CHORUS. 


Thus let us join the ſocial lay, 
And celebrate this happy day; 
The bands which vice and folly weave, - 
Soon will looſen and deceive. 


Virtue's adamantine chain 
Still unbroken ſhall remain. 


GENERAL CHORUS. 


Happy muſt the union prove, 
. Form'd by virtue and by love. 


uE PROCESSION, 


